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THE GAME (?) OF FOOTBALL. call | 


| 
* You ask, dear, how Poor Pa is getting on. Well, he has heen advised to take a little gentle exercise, and The Family have begun ‘|! 
with football. Mr. M‘Nab (a Scotch gentleman, I believe, whom Papa met in the Highlands) has joined the party, and plays the game Fy 


[Extract rrom Miss Storer’s CORRESPONDENCE, } 


"A HUMAN TEA-KETTLE. i 


\ | 
AccoRDING to our old friends, historians, and fictionists, fa 
Knapp and Baldwin, it is ditlicult to conceive the reason for all ( | 
the cuncern and 7 thy wasted over such a heartless and de- j | 
praved ruflian as the hero of this narrative. ¥ 
Says someone else, ‘‘ In their gross ignorance, some worse than ‘ | 
i 


with much spirit.” 


brainless idiots have been desirous of following in his footsteys, 
incapable of seeing that the days for successfully committing 
highway robberies have long since gone by, and that a horse, 
however fleet of foot, is no match for a steam locomotive and the 


telegraph.” | 
“In their ignorance,” says he, ‘ they imagined that in order y 
to rival the infamous career of this villain, it was only necessary 
to provide themselves with pistols and a horse, take to the i 
way, and call out ‘Stand and Deliver’ to the first man who 
crossed their path. A more pitiable sight was possibly never 
seen than when these donkeys in lion’s skins were called to | 
account for their follies.” 
The noblest deed recorded respecting the party thus slurringly ’ 
referred to was that he ‘‘rode his famous mare to death.” \y 
|. MortLake(Surrey).—In conse- 2. PARTRIDGE GREEN (Sussex) — Named 3. Neepuaw (Saffolk) --The ser- 1, Mivewean (Somerset). — The Queen, There is possibly some poetry about this if you come to look | 
‘(uence of their palace being dam}, aftera trifling incident. An varly English vants of an irascible noble received, Wishin, to givea name tothe place, requested | at it the right wa round, only how do you begin doing that? 
Ubrough being built too near the lord, not wishing to disappoint his lady, as a rule, more kicks than wages; one of her courtiers to suggest on. But, as “Hurrah!” shouted Torpin, ut his voice was hushed. ' 
mes, a Bing and Queen of for- after a blank day’s shooting, procured a in fact, le kneed ‘em (as above) so the poor ian could not think of one atthe | po.g tottered---fell ! { 
‘mer times suffered so much with Virl from the family poulterer, but her trequently that. the locality was moment, Her Majesty gave hima smart rap on There was ad adfi Lgasn, a jrting moan, aanort.. Hereve \ } 
faccache, &c., that it was called — ladyshij, having an excellent muse, «lr called after his Varbarous practice. the crown, which caused him to exclaim, ‘Oh, WES A CTO ANE See AT Re oan, A SROrs. sr er ey! ' 
the place of mortal aches, which in tected the frau. mine Wad!’ ‘Well--yes, that. will do,’ eaid | 8azed for an instant upon her master with a dyin; pre, then 4 
time got changed to Mortlake. the Queen.’ —Ktract fom the Lov! History, \ grew glassy, rayless, fixed. .\ shiver ran through her frame. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Her |cart had burst! 

‘And art thou gone, Bess!" (he had ridden her about a hundred 
miles, so he naturally felt surprised), cried he, in a voive of agony (it 
was to save his own carcass he killed her), lifting up his courser's head, 
and kissing her lips covered with blood-flecked foam (sounds likely !). 

‘Gone, gone, and | have killed the best steed that was ever crossed. 
And for what !” added Dick, beating his brow with his clenched hand, 
‘* for what, for what ?” 

; At Ve moment the deep bell of the Minster clock tolled out the 
10ur OF six. 

‘TL am answered,” gasped Dick; ‘it was to hear those strokes.” 
(N.B. He ought to have felt them. ) 

‘So it’s all over with the best mare in England,” said Balthazar, 
petting | Jick on the head. ‘I can guess how it las happened—you are 
pursued /” 

“Tam,” said Dick. 

‘Then why stay here! Fly while you can.” : 

‘¢ Never, never,” cried Turpin ; ‘ Til fight it out here by Bess’s side.” 

i Hark { I hear the tramp of horses,’ 
self. 

“But Bess, [ cannot leave her!” exclaimed Dick, with an agonizing 
look at his horse, and then, possessing himself of his personal property, 
he disappeared in the adjoining copse. (Good business !) 

The absolately authenticated exploits of Mr. Richard Turpin don’t 
strike an outsider as over heroic. He was the son of a small farmer of 
Thackstead, Exsex, and began life as a butcher. It must be owned he 
did not pass himself off as a baronet. He only stole his neighbours’ 
cattle and sold them retail in his shop. He was evidently a sound 
business man. 

They are on the whole cheerful reading, the dashing deeds of these 
lawless, bold marauders, as for instance :— . 

In one case, “after ransacking the lower part of the house and doing 
much mischief, they went upstairs, where they broke everything that 
fell in their way.” . 

Another :—‘‘ Knocking at the door, the people declined to open it, on 
which they broke it open, and, having bound the farmer, his wife, his 
son-in-law, and the servant maid, they robbed the house of above seven 
hundred pounds, then retired, leaving the poor people firmly bound, in 
which condition they remained many hours.” 

I like this one, though, the best :—‘'There was an old woman at 
Loughton who was in possession of seven or eight hundred pounds, 
whereupon they agreed to rob her; and when they came to the door one 
of them knocked, and the rest, forcing their way into the house, tied 
handkerchiefs over the eyes of the old woman. This being done, Turpin 
demanded what money was in the house ; and the owner hesitating to 
tell him, he threatened to set her on the tire if she did not make an im- 
mediate discovery. Still, however, she refused to give the desired 
information, on which the villain mecasll placed her on the fire, where 
she sat till the tormenting pains compelled her to discover her hidden 
treasure ; 80 that the robbers possessed themselves of above four hun 
pounds and decamped with their booty.” 

* s 


* s * 

‘¢ But after all,” murmured one Bright Blue-Eyed Boy, who had real 
this to avother B. B-E. B. listening, “whatever they may say Dick 
Turpin was fond of his noble steed.” 

wre was a short pause, and then ucross the face of the other boy 
(his name happened to be Blood-Stained Bill) stole a sardonic smile. 

*¢ The worst of it was Turpin never did ride any horse to death. It 
was another fellow altogether, and they hanged him.” 

“Why?” asked Alexandry. 

‘‘ Because—he wasn’t Turpin.” 

(A good 'um ne.ct week) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
*." Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to answer 
Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their Queries— 
particularly the queerest. 


W. P. JARvis (Stoke-on-Trent).— We print one verse to show there's 
no ill-feeling ; and because we think it nay act as @ caution to others :— 
Lay or A DisaPPoINTED POET, ON BEING TOLD BY “ ALLY” THAT HIS VERSES 

WERE ** T00 Tropic \L.”—See Answers to Correspondents, Si 19th. 
J wrote a poem (save the mark), 
The subject was quite topical. 
Declined with thanks, the answer came, 
Your verses are ‘‘ too tropical." 
JoHN Sampson (Claremont Square).— We don't know much about 
‘ Scotch” at “The Sloperies,” like the Eminent, nearly all the staji 
prefer “ unsweetened.” ——E. M. F. (Holford Street). — You have coluure! 
the print of ‘THB VENERABLE AT VENTNOR” very nicely indeed,— 
Miss H. A, M. OsBuRN (Rochdale).—ALLY’s love, and he’s much obliged 
ror your nice letter. ——J ANET GIBSON (Faversham).—ALLY’s numerous 
engagements have prevented him visiting the Hop GARDEN this season. 
T. J. Y. (Lfracombe).—The following is the verse by Mrs. Weldon 
which you refer to :— 
" For siz long months thro’ cunni as 

I’ve been the inmate of a Pact ii 

The Sovereign gratis my wants supplied, 

She's fel me well while poor ones starved and dicd. 

Endwred hav: | what others have lw fore, 

Nor thought it swh @ very drendful bore, 

Others unyit to strive ‘gainst adverse fate, 

Pined like vaged birds behind the prison gate.” 
—WILLIE.— You are a very clever boy, if are only seven, and 
painted Miss Sloper’s Fashion Fancy, ‘ The Battersly Costume” (No. 
40), which you send her.—" OupD F1J1-1st."—Messrs. Mars Ross and 
H. Stonchewer "s work, the ‘' Highlands of Cantabria,” is pub- 
lished by Messrs. Sampson Low & Co.—Z. %. A.—(Ye old and 
ancient City). You are mistaken; they were ‘‘INCIDBNTS IN THB 
EaRLy YOUTH ur ALLY SLOPER AND His SistEk JANE.” 


said the other; ‘‘save your- 


Rates of Subscription for “Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday.” 
To any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, and United 
States of America, post-free, 

3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 


P.0.0.'s payable to W. J. SINKINS. 
‘THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE Lane, FLEET STREBT, LONDON, E.C. 


2£1:1:0— 
And the "SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT,” will be given for the Lest 
idea, cxpressed in @ si.: line verse, as to what Breca of Dogs 


“SNATCHER” 


belongs to, Up to now, he's been a sort of conundrum to'l'HE FAMILY, 
most of who have given it up. As a last resort, however, ALLY appeals 
to the Public at large to solve the mystery. lease address, 
“SNATCHER,” 
‘*THE SLOPERIES,” 
; 99 Shoe Lane, Flcet Street, London, E.C. 
*,” The List will close this day, SaTURDAY, OCTOBER 17¢h, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—>— 

Up to the time of going to press, very few people have been drowned 
this week in a wholly unnecessary effort to show how well they could 
swim. A clerk called Walker did his little best recently, but only got 
half drowned. I should advise him in future to bear his name ia mind, 
and stick to dry land. ns 


My friend, whom I have before mentioned as being one whose honoured 
title delicacy forbids me to mention, was taking the last swim of the 
season a week or two ago, and unfortunately left his robes and coronet 
within reach of the rising tide, The waves, which in the olden time 
took liberties with King Canute, paid no respect to a modern peer, and 
he rescued nothing but his boots. In boots and a bathing-dress he 
made the quickest time on record to the nearest house, where he was 
Laos aot ce fem with a sack, and in this guise he proceeded to his 
ancestral halls a wiser and a wetter man. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 7.—" The Fireman's Costume.” 


Brown Poor lady! what's the mat- 
ter with her waist? Jones. Matter! 
Why, that’s one of her greatest charms! 
Brown. Oh, I thought she was de- 
formed! Jones. Did you? You're so 
young. you see, but you'll improve. 


Puta penny in, and the figure will wor! 


ROMANCE AND REALITY. 

The Heroinein Real Life, whothought 
she would faint like these in the penny 
romances—and wasn't caught: 

ore buniprse 


“1 you know I'm getting stout?” 
“Yes, you've begun at the nose!" 


1 wa» staying at a country villa a week or two ago, and we went out 
tishing a good deal. Some of the guests tried their skill with wonderful 
aiperin paraphernalia, and came boastfully back to the Duchess with 

alf a dozen salmon. I stole off quietly to a pool I had observed near 
the village green, and in the course of a single afternoon landed no less 
than twenty-four sticklebacks, employing only a stick from the hedge, 
a thread from the draper’s, and a bent pin borrowed from the lady's. 
maid. They said 1 was too good for them, and the Dook asked if | 
would like the fish packed to take away with me that evening, or if | 
would wait till the morning.| oe 


‘THERE are many descriptions of bark, from the deep bay of the 
chained—we meant to say trained—bloodhound down to—or ought it 
to be up to !—the shrill yelp of the black-and-tan terrier. Some people 
think that a bark is useful, so that they may know when a burglar is 
about to enter a house, and have plenty of time to run away and bide 
in the coal-vellar, or the linen-chest, or any other place of safety. A 
great deal depends upon whether the animal that the bark proceeds 
from is yours or your neighbour's, In the latter case it is of no u-c 
except a nuseance, oe 

* 


Some fellows have been calling a certain noble marquis “a poulterer,” 
because he sold seven hundred pheasants, killed in a royal dattue this 
season, to a dealer. What else could he have done with them? It woul! 
have taken him two years to eat them at the rate of onea day, and I 
don’t believe he could have done it quicker. Perhaps judicious hamper; 
to all the fashionable paragraph Press men would have silenced them ; 
ut then, as there would have been no birds left for the marquis to sell, 
there would have been nothing to be silent about. 


* 

A FRENCH papa the other day snatched his child from the side of its 
mother, from whom he was separated, and ran away with it. Mamma 
save chase, and an exciting scene ensued. Papa excused himself by 
saying his feelings ran away with him, that he had been systematically 
run down by his wife, but was contident he would win in the long run. 
Mamma contented herself by saying her husband came of a fast family 
and she supposed it ran in the race. 

* 


A V'ROUD profession, sir, is that of arms, 
Whose heroes revel amid war's alarms, 
Their noble longings cast into the shade 
The meaner instincts of the sons of trade ; 
Far manlier joy true hearts in battle feel, 
When comrades cleave the foeman’s line of steel, 
lesa dense volleys within deadly range, 
Than those who haggle in the halls of 'Change. 
’ Tis grand to note, on canvas wide displayed, 
Some crowning deed of chivalry portrayed, 
Of gallant band, outnumbered by a host, 
Content to die sooner than quit their post. 

** 


I parE say most of my Court readers have observed the amount of 
character which may be infused into a bow. O—, the Second 
Grand Sugarstick-in- Waiting, has a manner which is peculiarly his own, 
while Lord P—, as must be evident to the most careless observer, 
closely copies the style of the Marquis of Y——. It is strange how 
few people understand deportment. Your actions, accurately copied 
from a monkey on a stick, may be regarded as the nearest approach to 
the right thing that can be seen without the sacred precincts of 
St. James's, oe 

* 

ByY-THR-BYB, talking of ae theatrical, I hear that the stage members 
of the Church and Stage Guild, disgusted by the apathy and disregard 
to their amusement displayed of late by the other profession, are pro- 
posing a house-to-house visitation of bishops, deans, and archdeacons, 
with a view to bringing about a better understanding. The Church 
dignitaries will be invited by carefully-selected lady members to take 
boxes for their Sprecacking benetits, but will not be permitted to present 
diamond bracelets or sealskin jackets unless duly authorised to do so, in 
writing, by the female members of their respective families, 


* 

I HEARD of a lady of fashion, wife of an M.P., who lately accepted a 
commission in the Salyation Army, since when she speaks of herself as 
a lady of rank, and her husband as an old file—rank and file—d’ye see ! 
It appears to me that certain army commissions, salvation or otherwise, 
must, judging by their titles, have been originall intended to be held 
by members of the softer sex—Loo-tenant, May-jor, and Jenny-ral. [ 
fancy this fact has been hitherto overlooked by the advocates of women’s 
rights. It seems to me they have a pretty strong case. 

* 


Wuen Johnson brought out Falsehood, the notorious Society journal, 
he advertised for an advertisement canvasser. Out of the hun and 
fifty applicants who answered the advertisement he chose one, and 
demanded his testimonals, ‘I shall mae you,” observed the Doctor, 
much to the young man’s surprise. ‘In this letter you are represented 
as being an euergetic and careful canvasser—that is what I want. You 
are also described as a rogue, but if you succeed in cheating me, sir, I 
will forgive you.” oe 

* 


_1 uke to hear what a lot of good the School Board is doing. A 
School Board officer worrited a poor woman I know till she made up 
her mind to have her child educated. The School Board officer said 
that if she did not send the child to school at once she would catch: it. 
She has, therefore, sent the child regularly tor the last aeven weeks, 
every Monday, to ascertain whether there is room for her in the school 
where her compulsory education is to le carried on—when there ts 
room, Up to now there hasn't been. Still it will be very nice when 
there is. Aer 

* 
Ir’s funny, but yet it’s true, dear boy ; 
‘*Keep it dark!” Mind, ‘* Mum's the word !” 
I’ve not told a soul but you, dear boy, 
So don't repeat what you've heard. 


I know you think I'm a fool, old boy, 
{ am !—I know it full well. 

1 blush like a girl at school, old boy, 
As I now my secret tell. 


So don't look savage and vex'd, dear boy, 
It wasn’t Mv fault, I swear ; 

Wakeful nights I've pass’d perplex'd, dear boy, 
Trying defence to prepare. 

But now it is all U P, old boy, 

_It's no use your looking grave, 

Nellie has conquer'd, you see, old boy, 

And I t—er—well, ’m her slave ! 


rs * 

Octavius ONION was a painter, but he did not know where he lisel, 
for he had only been there about a fortnight, Uncle Biffin asked 1! 
it took Mr. Onion a fortnight to learn his address? Mr. Onion sai'! : 
Well, it’s like this, you see, It’s not often I have the pleasure o! 
taking a walk, an I don’t often look at the names of streets. You 
may put it down to that. I was out on Saturday night —I «lon’t know 
where—and I stopped at a little shop to get a bottle of ginger heer. 
he lady in the shop ran out anil slapped the face of the girl who soll 
it, for Jetting us have it in the shop, as it was after twelve, and she 1+"! 
nolicence. There were several lailies ancl gentlemen drinking ginger beet 
outside out of bottles—no glasses—and I went out to drink mine. 
never saw this lady before, but she was there, and she hit. me on the 
head with a ginger-heer bottle, and then on the nose, and took a bi: 
off. Uncle Biffin asked where the bit of his nose was? Mr. Onion, 
meekly holding up a handkerchief spotted with blood, said, he did not 
know, unless it was in there. Asa rule, one on:on is very like another, 
the same as potatoes are and recently jublished babes, but if you meet 
Octavius you may know him by his nose. 

* * 


°* 

MATRIMONIAL advertisements still occur now and then in our daily 
contemporaries, although they are not quite so common as they used to 
be. A foolish (or knavish !) person who published an advertisement for 
& wife a few days since, was surprised to receive answers from 3/° 


husbands, saying that he could have theirs, Our friend is taking time 
to consider. 


Saturday, October 1 1885 
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TOOTSIE ON BALLETS, BISHOPS, AND BAD 
YOUNG MEN. 


—s 

‘« By every well-regulated mind,” says the Daily Telegraph, ‘the 
opinion of a Bishop on any subject within the region of faith and morals 
is received with deep respect, if not with 
os absolute trust. A Bishop is, ev officio 
‘godly and well-learned ;’ he is paid 

handsomely to regulate the public con- 
science inside his diocese, and nobody 
objects to his leading the 
caim and contemplative life 
which best suits a careful 
solution of religious and 
social problems, There was 
a time when Bishops de- 
voted themselves almost 
wholly to what the unthink- 
ing regard as 
‘dignified lei- 
sure.’” 


Just so; and, no 
doubt either in the 
ge or at home, 
a Bishop is a big 
authority ; aly, 
when he gets talk- 
ing about S 

irls’ petticoats, he 
fakes eat non- 
sense, as a matter 
of course, 

When I was last 
down at the Star 
and Garter, Put- 
ney, Polly pointed 
out to me the 
es Palace 
bare ite, among 
the trees, lookin 
very solemn an 
subdued, From the upstairs room it is pleasant to gaze upon, whilst 
you dine with your betrothed, but must be damp in winter. 

Sam tells me he has never seen the Bishop himself, and thinks that if 
perha)s he ever did he might feel frightened. 

Says the Bishop, ‘The ballet does suggest what had better not be 
suggested, and 1 doubt if those who deny this are quite as decisive as 
they should be in condemning, not merely impure acts, but impure 
emotions and thoughts. . . . But I have no reason to believe that 
the evil-minded are numerous. The innocence of the dancers, how- 
ever, ‘loes not prevent mischief to the spectators ; and that, I repeat, is 
very grave, whatever the Guild may say.” 

‘We are ready to admit,” says the 7elegraph, ‘‘ that sometimes the 
economy of the theatre wardrobe is carried, unlike the petticoats, to 
inconvenient lengths. The skirts in which Taglioni and Cerito danced 
would now seem to the beacs of that department, we will not say need- 
lessly modest, but needlessly expensive, and there is unquestionably a 
disposition to 
curtail at the 
risk of offending 
public taste, 
As a rule, how- 
ever, the causes 
of complaint are 
few and unim- 
portant, and * 
those persons 
whom an ave’ 
ballet shocks 
must be of that 
‘nice’ class 
whose minds are 
always o 
evil ideas,” 


Tob takes Tootsie down to the Show. 


“Three Little Boys from School are we.” 


Quite right. Lord Bob, the Hon'ble Billy and the Dook Snook are 
of exactly the same opinion, and they patronize the ballet to a great 
extent, You should see the festive trio on the ‘ mash” at the Alhambra. 

But to quote once more from the same authority :— Bishop Temple, 
having publicly excommunicated a form of entertainment which ‘‘ sug- 
gests what had better not be suggested,” is bound to be consistent, and 
solemnly bring bell, book, and candle into play against much else beloved 
of a carnally-minded world. Does he enjoin the use of the late respected 
Mr. Bowiller's edition of Shakespeare’ Does he taboo the naughty 
writers of Greece and Rome in all schoois of which he is ‘‘visitor’”? 
Noes he caution the wealthy of his flock to put their statues into breeches 
or petticoats, and turn pictures of the nude with their faces to the wall ! 
Is he for appointing a Com- = = 
mittee of Taste—composed of ; fe 
“ British Matrons,” for choice— ‘ pani 
which shall have power to elimi- : qu 
nate the suggestiveness of our, ‘ ‘ ’ 
public galleries? If not, why |/\'} 
not?” ' 

To sum up, 
what a lot of 
nonsense it all 
is. Why on 
earth should a 
Bishop say 
these things? 
and why should 
the Church and 
Stage Guild 
make them 
public? As to | , 
the ballet being 
‘listasteful to 
all serious peo ~~. 
ple, that is 
absurd, M 
aunt Hanna! 
was very serious 
indeed, but she 
liked the ballet. 
She said she 
liked it best 
from the upper 
boxes, whence 
‘you saw all 
the beauty of the figure without any of the unpleasantness.” I know 
this, that Bob alvare sees me down to the ‘‘shop” in a hansom. 
It's true there are always a lot of mashers waiting at the stage door 
to see the girls come out ; but what does that signify if your betrothed 
comes to meet you and take you home? 


| 
| 
u 


> 


The Naughty Boys waiting ontside the Stage Door. 


TO THE ELECTORS OF GREAT BRITAIN 
AND IRELAND. 


Until now, A. ScopEn, Esq., F.0.M., T.0.E.,'T.W.M., réc., etc. has 
carefully abstained from takiny any actirv part in the Political World. 
Owing, however, tothe pressure ht to bear upon him by THE 
Famity, and the Nobility and Gentry of the neighbourhood, he has 
pd consented to come forward fearlessly at the coming Election 
as the 


MEMBER FOR SHOE LANE. 


His chances of election do not worry the Eminent ome bit. Of his return 
he feels quite -ertain. What really perturts the Master Mind ts—To 
which Party shall he attach himself ? Conservative, Liberal, or Radical ! 
Ever anxious to please the majority, ALLY will do anything that aii “a4 
mankind generally. A very influential meeting was held at ‘‘The 
Sloperies” last Saturday evening, when it was decided unanimously to 
leave the matter entirely in the hands of the purchasers of ‘‘ ALLY 
Stoper’s Hatr-Hottpay.” To do this, al/ that has to be done is for 
each purchaser of the paper to address a 


1d. POST CARD 

to A. Storer, Esq., ‘The Sloperies,” 99, Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, 
Lonilon, E.C., with either of the following words written on the back :— 

1,.—Conservative. 

2.—Liberal. 

3.— Radical. 
The largest number received of any one of the three to decide the Party 
to which A. Si.orer is to belong. As this isa most Mo.ientous (uestion, 
and may seriously affect the 


FUTURE GOVERNMENT 


of this Great Country, it is earnestly Kot oe that everyone irill send a 


post-card. ‘It can only cost you a Lfpenny now, and tt may save 
you hundreds of pounds in years to come.” The Lists will be kept open 
until Saturday, November 7th, and on November 21st the world may 


expect the result of the Poll, and 


A. SLOPER’S MANIFESTO, 


guaranteed to curl the hair of every living creature, 
(Signed) A. SLOPER, 
October 12th, 1885. ‘The Sloperies.” 


A RHAPSODY. 


I watx'D along and mused—mused long and deep ; 

Walk'd, saving when my musing turned to sleep ; 
And then I slumber’d till earth’s gravity 

Drew down my body, as sleep drew my eyes, 
Whereon I woke, my urbane suavity 

Temper'd with grave surprise. 


No scrutiny of ground seem’d then too close, 
I gazed so narrowly ; perchance my nose 
Grew raw with constant close proximity : 
And things I could not understand of yore 
I settled with an equanimity 
That was not mine before. 


And suddenly it struck me—struck me hard— 
That lying on bis back would suit the bard ; 
Whose fread chanced on some hard convexity 
Before his back or shoulders touch'd the ground. 
All this I knew, 'midst much perplexity, 
Through hearing something sound. 


Then, while the stars made network o'er the sky, 

1 heard the music of the spheres waft by, 
Which fill’d my soul with deep solemnity. 

Anon the stars went out, the heavens shrunk ; 
And in the morn they claim’d indemnity 

For what I'd done when drunk. 


ON CALF LOVE. 


PAINFUL as it must be to all well-constituted minds to witness the 
havoc wrought in susceptible bosoms by indiscriminate, and, in some 
instances, misplaced affection, it must be patent to the meanest capacity 
that it is beneficial for the young to gather experience from the indis- 
cretions of their elders, and be warned from time to time by the frightful 
examples only too frequently brought under our observation, in order 
to avoid, as far as may be compatible with the well-known weakness of 
human nature, that ridiculous affection only too notorious under the 
synonym of ‘Calf Love.” 

Far be it from us either directly or indirectly to endeavour to insinuate 
that a tender and loving heart and exquisite sensibility of feeling is in- 
compatible with the most lion-like courage or Hudibrastic boldness, 
but we must draw a distinction between the delicate susceptibility of a 
great mind, and the maudlin sentimentality of a drivelling idiot. 

Therefore, we are desirous of endeavouring to warn young men who 
are enjoying the spring-time of existence against the insidious and 
seductive influence of the genus ‘‘ schoolgirl.” 

Let not those ruby lips, which bear undeniable traces of the unlimited 
consumption of bread and butter, lure you to folly, nor that taper 
finger, still bearing the unerasable stain of Stevens’s blue-black—acquire:t 
during the inditement of the last French exercise—beckon you to des- 
truction. 

Be it known to thee, oh, infatuated and much-to-be-pitied youth ! 
that the epistle containing those well-rounded periods, and bi 
o'er with glowing sentiments that caused such unlimited expenditure o! 
midnight oil, such indescribable irritation of the cuticle of the cranium, 
and such a countless number of muttered expletives in its composition, 
is doomed only to excite the risible faculties of a bevy of giddy girls. 

For should your epistle aforesaid haply escape the lynx-like vigilance 
of the mistress of the establishment, it is destined to be read aloud for 
the edification of her sympathizing room-mates, amid their muffled 
shrieks of silvery laughter. 

And, in addition, oh, adolescence ! let us warn thee that the gauche 
dowdy, and ink-stained mortal, with tresses concealed in paper, an 
slippers down at heel, who is reading thy m of affection by the 
light of a surreptitious illuminant after her indulgent instructreas has 
gone her final evening rounds, no more resembles the ethereal darling 
who, radiant with curls and smiles, floated into the ball-room like a 
dream of white tarlatane, and trimmed witb light and love, than does 
the swell-mobsman, glorious in unlimited cuff, collar, and watch-chain, 
resemble the same individual when performing his allotted sentence, 
uniformed, numbered, and shorn as a convict in Millbank. 

PRIZE EPITAPH. 
—>— 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” has been 
presented to 


A. M. Buckwell, Drayton House, Arlington Road, Surbiton, Surrey, 


For the best Epitaph (printed hereunder) for the Tomb of 
A. Storen, Esq, F.0.M., T.0.E., T.W.M., ete., ete. 


A. 8. 
Here lies poor old Storer, and the hells have ceased to toll ; 
The Dook, Lord Bob, and Billy ceased to pray for SLOPER's soul: 
He has gone to join the angels, on that far and distant shore, 
Where his hat and his umbrella will trouble him no more. 


ALLY takes the opportunity of thanking his friends for the kind 
expressions of feeling contained in the Thousands of Epitaphs sent in. 
Le is impossible for him or anyone else to ansuevr individually the nu- 
merous wag cir = him, he can only repeat that he thanks you all, and 
will do his level best to do without @ tombstone Jor many years to come, 

Octoher 12th, 1885, 


OLD STUMPY. 
—~— 
I _UsED to have but one aim, olject, and ambition. I wished to see 
Little Paddlecombe connected with Creat Draggleton ; it is connecte:! 
ply now by the loop line I have spent thirty years of my life working 


S—2 


I set my mind on that loop line quite early in life, and I said to 
myself, ‘‘ Bodger (my name), you must not cease your efforts till the 
thing is done. The establishment of railway communication between 
Great leton and native town will be a certain boon to 
, an most likely an advantage to the world at large. The 
mothers of future —— Paddlecombians will go down on their 
knees and bless you. The name of Bodger will be historical ; besiles, 
most likely the line will pay well, and you will make a deuced good 
thing by it as director and shareholder.” 

I think I was about twenty-one when I first drew a rough er of 
the projected route; a most ingenious plan, too, avoiding Hupham 
Hills, the River Sloos, the exhausted coal-pits (where the ground was 
80 treacherous), and ten miles of pare tempestuous ocean, which 
ital veal else's plan of route included as a dire and dismal 
necessity. 

When the engineer and a few future shareholders dropped their eyes 
on my are they shouted ‘‘ Excelsior” in chorus, and slapped me on 
the back till I coughed. 

Only one future shareholder withheld his enthusiasm. He was a pig- 
headed kind of person, which nothing short of a pound of concen- 
trated compre: gun-cotton in an explosive mood would have carried 


away. 
“Ys all jolly fine,” said he, ‘* but how ahout Stumpy ?” 
s e s s s 


‘Who's Stumpy ?” I inquired. 

Oh,” said the pig-headed man, ‘‘he'll jolly soon show you who he 
is, Stumpy will; wait a bit. Haw, haw!” 

We waited a bit. We right off began to buy up the land our loop 
line was to pass over. 


A man was deliberately crossing the line. 
We got right up to within half a quarter of a mile of Little Pudidle- 


combe without any block that a few hundred s could not 
effectually remove, and then we stood up and straightened our 
backs, as it were, and breathed freely. 

‘© We've done amazingly,” said one of the party. 
left now.” 

“« What's that thing at the turn of the road?” I observed carelessly. 
“A Lag of ooy eee or mud ide = 

eavens!” cried some one else, turning deadly "*T forgot 
that. Tits Stumpy’s freehold !” = 
* 


* . * * s 
Stumpy was by trade a hermit, if I'm not mistaken, and lived mostly 
on raw onions, and never tubbed, He was the kind of man Fs might 
have made sure of being able to buy up body and soul fora tiver. He 
wanted fifteen thousan to get out of his mud hovel | 
We put it mildly to Stumpy not to make too big an ass of himself, 
but we could not move him. These were the fon old times, when 
persons got anything they liked to ask in the shape of compensation. 
* . 


“There's nothing 


* * * * 

By the end of the next twenty years we had paid a good bit of money 
(about eight thousand) in fighting Fyn if ere thousand or two more 
as interest on money borrowed, and the loop line was yet incomplete. 

Stumpy was as heretofore, only rather dirtier. A portion of his 
hovel fallen all him, but he did not seem tomind. He propped 
up the rest and lived in it. Meanwhile we lost our action against him, 
and had to pay costs, Then ten more years rolled by. 


* * » * s * 
Suddenly, one day, it occurred to me how we could do without touch- 
ing Stumpy’s hovel at all. We did without, and opened the loop line. 


* * * * * * 
It was a glorious day. All the world assembled to see the first train. 
From a carriage window I kissed my band to the enraptured populace. 


He spends his whole time stumping to and fro, 


All at once, though, I uttered a cry of horror. A wretched fool of a 
man was deliberately crossing the line just in front of us, He would 
be killed, or, if he even lived, would be horribly mutilated. And this 
to spoil our opening day. It was too cruel ! 

I yelled at the man with all my might ; he did nod seem to hear. 

Merciful Powers ; it was Stumpy 

Next minute he was down, and we were over him. 


* * * s * * 

After all, it only took his legs off—two awfully ugly crooked legs ; 
but, oh! the damages he got, and the way he cursed me, and the way 
all Puddlecombe rose against me, and the awful injury it did to the 
loop line. Notasoul would ride by it for nearly six months afterwards. 

ow, set up for life, and yet in possession of his brute of a mud 
hovel, he spends his whole time stumping to and fro on his hideous 
wooden legs in front of my hitherto happy home. 

Every bump of his legs makes the pavement echo In, and goes 
through me like a knife! What have 1 done to deserve all this’ 
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Through “ Sna/cher” Leing ou! of sorts, ALLY is nol out with (hhounds this reel. 


ALLY SLOPER’S WORM. YET MORE YOICKISHNESS. 


ae 


2. “Here's a whopper! The people next door 
ought to have this,’ 


| ae mee 


1, ‘© Which way sre the hounds yore?” ‘Reet through them tarnips.” | 


2. He tukes a turn tbrongh them turvipy. 


= a 


5. “If Twas tochop him off here and chuck —_6. “Te goes right through, that's certain, and 
‘eas inuch as T've tot.” they’re pulling at the other end in Australia. 
I'm getting frightene:l.” 
(sloper’s Worm will be continued some day.)’ 


_ 


4. And turns him into a turnup himself. 


1, And you will always love me, Jack?” 2. “Well, Tommy, 8nd why don't you marry?” sald Jack. 3. Jack looked at. the photographs, one ly one, 
whispered Sibyl, linking her white little fingers ‘ Whydon't 1?” replied the other, bitterly, ‘simply because no with listless interest, when suddenly a loud exela- 
round Jack Brandon's strong form. ‘‘ Love you, one will have me.” “ And yet you have money,” mnsed Jack; mation from him caused Tommy to look up. ‘''Tis 
Sibyl!" cried Jack, crushing the fair youngthing then suddenly, ‘‘ Look here, yon should advertise!” ‘I have,” nothing,” said Jack, trying in spite of his pale face 


to his heart, “love you, my darling! Halways, replied Tommy. ‘See!" aud he went to his desk and produced a and trembling frame to look unconcerned “I fane Not a bait ‘yet up” of one of the “ Friv.” girls fora tunrist ia 
halways!" the energetic power of lis love get- copy of the Matrimonial News and a huge packet of ladies’ coloured there is a pin in the seat of this chair, that’s all.” the Highlands, is it % 


ting the better of his English. photographs. = 


~ mt 


4. “There is only oneI seem tocare foramong the __ 5. ‘‘Sibyl,” said Jack, keeping down his conflicting emotions, 6, “Nay, hear me ont,” Janeericd. ‘Seeing the 
lot,” cried Tommy. ‘‘ It's—let’s see, where is it ?—it’s ‘' whose portrait is this?" Sibyl glanced at it. ‘‘Why,mine, advertisement inthe Matrimonial News, }, like a 
a fair girl, with reddish-brown hair and green-grey you silly boy; you ought to know. Now, where «id you get giddy girl, replied toit, and enclosed, as I thought, 
eyes. Oh, that’s i¢ you have in your hend!" Another it?” ‘From Thomas Brown’s chambers, Sibyl,” thundered my photo, but when too late foun: I had sent that 
loud exclamstion from Jack. He could not say itwas Jack, and then, between his teeth, ‘What! you blanch not, of Sibyl, and now,” sighed Jane, sadly, ‘I have 
a pin this time, for he was standing. Bat he stood not tremble not, ah the name? You would make anadmiralie only to add that henceforth I renounce all ideas of 
long. No; for the next instavt he had seized his hat actress!" ‘Jack,’ ssid the girl, with calm dignity, ‘‘areyou matrimony, and inall probability shall takean early 

had rushed wildly from Tommy's chambers. mad or tight?" At that moment sibyl's eldest sister Jane en- Sp peeenntyy of entering a nunnery, where, amidst 
tered the room. thesilent—”" but here sobs choked her utterance. 


IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF CHANCERY LANE. 
First Legal Personage. Excuse my glove, Foxey. ne 
Second Legal Personage. Oh, don't mention it! 1 daregay it’s the 

honestest. hide of the two. 
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PROBABLE RESULTS OF THE EFFORTS OF THE CHURCH AND STAGE GUILD. 


"© “A meeting of the Church an 


7 Stage (iuild, convened to consides vi letter atdressed to the secretary by the Bishop of Loudon, was held ou (tober Ist, a! Newmeyer Hall, 


Hart Street, Kloomshury. Mr. Mark ‘Ma. aden presided, supported by A. Storer, Esy., .0.M."—Mai/y Telegray 


SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—~— 


Miss ALICE ATHERTON (Mrs. Willie Fdouin) makes the most of her 
chances in the Japs; but there is very little opening for this bright 
— young actress, any 
more than for the 
rest of them. Her 
husband had a trifle 
a to do — 
thirty years when 
he Pabtalvon’d as a 
habe in Mr. Fox- 
Cooper's company at 
the King's ‘088 
Theatre. I pie 
quite so py then, 
when I sed the 
policeman in the 
comic scenes, Fox 
Cooper is no more; 
hut his partner in that 
show, Mr. Barnett, 
subseyuently sent me 
from Australia a solid 
- proof of his prosperity 
_ there, in the form 
, of a small nugget. 
~ Ispent that nugget! 
Wonder whether 
Willie Edouia 
one, too’ I have for- 
gotten prec a I 
suspect t the ghost 
riesgo walk over 
that ground, and that 
Mr. Barnett’s nugget 
was conscience- 
money. 


* . 
Dress is purely a matter of convention. There is no real reason, 
heyond custom, why a lady shoul show her arms and not show her 
legs. A journalist says, on first landing in the West Indies, he was 
somewhat surprised to observe a handmai occupied in scrubbing who 
had pinned up her petticoats so as to show her naked | But he 
soon got so accustomed to this that he looked upon it as the natural 
order of things, In another country in which he was, the ladies wore 
a slight band round their waists. In this case, too, he soon regarded 
these waistbands as the natural order of things, Put an agricultural 
labourer down in a West-end ball-room, and he would be a good 
deal more horrified than the ‘‘ British Matron” affects to be at an 
exhibition of pictures. Why should she go to exhibitions if she does 
not like them? It is so very easy to keep away. 


It isa fashion to decry absinthe; yet the nations where absinthe is 
the customary daily beverage are far more sober than those countries 
where this particular drink is unknown. The fact is that absinthe is far 
more insinuating—it is more easy to contract the habit of drin 
absinthe. Many persons who could easily resist the allurements of ordi- 
nary spirits, yield to the more subtle temptation of absinthe. Then it is 
refreshing, and stimulates the appetite—qualities highly appreciated 
in hot climates, Further, it is a social institution. The ‘‘ hour of the 
absinthe” is the moment par excellence of relaxation; the time for the 
friendliest, the most confidential conversations, 


A WEST-END costumier writes: ‘‘ Whether or no crinoline shall be 
worn this autumn and winter, does not very much depend upon the 
leadership of Paris folk, for all are 

uite aware that this fashion is, 
though silently, ectly approved 
of and admi t those who dis- 
like crinoline Ce the vote age 
amongst not only the young, but the 
older members of society. t them 
ask the proud father which he would 
wish his hter to be for. Ask the 
fond lover which he is for. Ask the 
public generally which they are for. 
And to their answers youth and 
beauty will arg lf respond to the 
example which Paris, in her good 
taste, will very soon set ; for, before 
the struggle has scarcely commenced, 
the victory for the ayes will be easily 
won.” It seems a pity ‘‘a West-end 
costumier ” can’t write sense, 


* 

THERE are three centenarians re- 
siding within a short distance of each 
other in St. Heliers, Jersey. Mrs. 
De Faye is in her 101st year; Mrs. 
Belot was 101 a few days ago ; and Mrs. Robinson is 104 years and eight 
months, having been born in 1781 on the day of the battle of Jersey. 
All are in capital health, and as jolly as sand-gurls, 


‘ad 
SPEAKING of the new aspeay telegrams a daily paper says :—‘' The 
first sixpenny message received came in at four minutes after midnight, 
and conveyed, we understand, congratulations to the oflicials on the 
establishment of the new system, the Postmaster General, Lord John 
Manners; Mr. Stevenson Blackwood, the Secretary; Mr. C. H. B. 
Patey, Assistant Secretary; and Mr. HH, C. Fischer, the Controller at 
the Central Station, and other gentlemen being also the recipients of 
special congratulations.” We feel it our duty to contradict this state- 
ment. The first sixpenny m received was one ‘‘ From ALLY SLOrgR, 
Balmoral, to McGooseley, The Sloperies,” and read as follows :—" Hon, 
Billy seriously injured,” as was shown in the ‘' HaLr-HOLIDay” of Oct. 
3rd. We only want to be correct—that’s all ! 
7 +* 
* 

Tux convict Benson, who was one of the chief offenders in the great 
turf swindles, was discharged from Millbank Prison last week. His 
father, who held a high position in Paris, has recently died, and Benson 
will have an income of £1,200 a year. It's not at all unlikely that he 
will stay for a short time with his old friend, Iky Moses, 


+ 


* 
Tax following announcement, which appeared in the Ape Column 
of the Standard of October 1st., ‘‘ UMBRBLLA.—Many thanks,” has 
“ », Mo reference to the Missing (:ingham be- 
longing to the Eminent Litt:rateur. A. 8., 
in another column, appeals to the public for 
help, under the most trying circumstances, 
Rumour has it that a certain nobleman, who 
was behind the scenes at the ‘‘Friv.” the 
other night, and who was making rather too 
free with Tootsie, was astonished at pectiring 
an extra large-sized gingham on the head, 
which appeared to have dropped from the 
tlies, but very little reliance is to be placed 
upon the report. a 
A MARRIED lady has been charged with the 
wilfal murder of her female child, aged five 
months, by stnking it with a chopper. She 
said to a police-constable:—‘‘I killed my 
child. I want to be hanged.” On the table 
close to the window the child was found 
lying dead, with its head nearly severed. A 
medica] man who was sent for said he found 
the prisoner with her maky in her lap, covered 
with her apron. She said, ‘I have killed Daisy. have chopped her 
head off.” He took the child from her, and found two large gashes in 
its neck, severing all the structures down to the spine. The prisoner, 
who was very wild and incoherent in her talk. was remanded, 
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Tne anti-vaccination idiots over here seem to have found worthy 
followers ‘over there.” The excitement produced by the smoall-pox 
epidemic at Montreal culminated 
the other day in a serious riot. 
The immediate cause of the dis- 
turbance was the publishing of 1 
law by the Board of Health making 
vaccination compulsory. The 
French population and the 
Canasians living at the east end of 
the city, being greatly excited by 
the edict, attacked the office of the 
Board of Health, and smashed 
many of the windows, At night 
the riot was resumed. The resi- 
dence of Dr Laborge, the Health 
Officer, was attacked, and the 
windows broken with stones. Au 
attack was afterwards made upon 
the Central Health Office at the 
City Hall, and women who were 
being vaccinated were hurt by 
stones thrown through the win- 
dows. ee 

7 


Tue splendid open space which 
has just been created at Piccadilly 
Cireus will certainly have to be sup- 
plied with some central ornament. 
Would not an artistic fountain of large size, representing the Eminent 
in the act of ‘ing, or tumbling over rough rock-work into a broad 
basin beneath be a ‘thing of beauty and a joy for ever?” 


* 
Lovgrs of cruelty to animals ought to read the following, taken from 

a Spanish letter :—‘‘ Tell —— I should Jike him to have been with me 
this afternoon at our bull-fight. They say that it was the best this year. 
It began at 4.30 and finished at 7.0. On this occasion four bulls, four 
years old, were baited. These bulls killed twenty-six horses, It was 
something to make one’s blood run cold. Three of the men had to be 
taken to the hospital. One of the bulls killed seven horses in thirt; 
minutes, However the men escape beats all. The horses that are 
badly, and have to come out of the ring, have the entrails cut off and 
the skin sewn Ms cg are then brought into the ring for the bull to 
again run at. I have seen the entrails cut from a horse sufficient to fill 
a good-sized clothes basket, the wound sewn up, and the poor wretch 
ridden into the ring to be killed. At the next bull-fight I am going to 
get permission from the heal man to sew up the horses’ bowels, as the 
men do it so clumsily.” oe 

* 


ALDERMAN Sir Robert Walter Carden, M.P., was born in London on 
October 7, 1801, and accordingly completed his eighty-fourth year last 
week. He is the oldest member of the moribund House of Commons, 
and has long held the proud position of being considered the ‘‘father” 
of the corporation of the greatest city in the world. Many of our 
readers | not be aware that Robert and ALLY were boys together at 
school, and that after an interval of some few years, Robert signed 
ALLY'’s first committal. Never mind, let bygones be bygones, and any 
day Robert likes to call at the ‘‘Sloperies,” twopennyworth of ‘ux 
sireetened” will be at his service. . 

* 

THE Dairy Show at the Agricultural Hall was a great success, as 
as ss : is. Milk, fee ™ is a a 
m essing, particul when par- 
taken of in the early poet with the 
addition of a little rum. e Dairy 
Show is eek London ae to ee 
average shman, an organ an 
Thomas, with their sisters and their 
cousins and their aunts, may be seen to 

t advantage. Yes, indeed/ The 
Eminent, who was in great cheese-tast- 
ing form, might have been observed 
hovering around Mr. Jabel Webb's 
wondertul show; while Tootsie andl 
Lord Bob are reported to have shown 
considerable proficiency in the art of 
swallowing curds and whey at the 
Messrs, Whelpton’s famous model dairy. 


* 

Tae Brighton Corporation have at 
last established a fountain with coloured 
lights at the Pavilion concerts, Although 
not on so extensive a scale as at the 
Inventories, there are some novel effects ; 
the jets of water being directed in now 

fal, now fantastic, and ever-chang- 

g forms. The only drawbacks to 
these concerts is the commissariat de- 
partment. You can’t smile over anything stronger than a lemon-s;uash ! 


* 
PARTICULARS have transpired regarding a robbery in Desbyahis) 
which recalls the'ileeds of daring performed by highwaymen in the 
olden time. Mr. Holland, the tenant of a farmhouse near Lognor, has 
reported to the j olice that his wife, who had left the kitchen for a tew 
few minutes to fetch coals, found on her return three strangers, two 
men and a woman. One of the men was holding her baby by the legs 
head downwards, Mrs, Holland screamed, whereupon the second man 
presented a revolver at her head, aul demanded to know where the 
money was kept. She declared that there was no money in the house. 
The first man then laid down the infant, and proceeded to search the 
house, the second meanwhile keeping Mrs, Holland covered with the 
revolver. After the robbers had decamped, it was found that £8 had 
been taken from a drawer. oe 

* 


yal proclamation on Tuesday, November 17th—the 
ly suggested by the Marquess of Salisbury in the House of 
Lords, The writs will be prepared in advance, so that they may be 
issued from the Crown directly the J pheremap seer has been promulgated. 
Look out for the Manifesto of the Member for Shoe Lane! 

* & 

THE October brew is a serious job, I can tell you. I remember one 
ear, when living in Paris, bein: introduced to the agent of one of the 
jurton brewers, who 

was in great tribu- 
lation about the 
scarcity of bottles 
for his October brew 
he then was expect- 
ing. I profited by 
his trouble to Is- 5 
raelite him over a \ 
deal, and bought Nae 
over a thousand 
bottles of ale of him 
at the rate of ten 
centimes each—to 
be arithmetically 
correct, four per 
cent. below one ~ 
puny, sterling. As ! 
exchanged much | 

of it with friends 
for its equivalent in 
wine, I drank good 
Bordeaux at a y 

a bottle. Happy — 
days! 


dissolved ae 


a 


It is anticipated that the present’ year will be a good one for Havana 


cigars, on the ground that every fifth year since 1869 the crop has been 
excellent, whilst during the intermediate vears it has been indifferent. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING OcToBER 24th, 


18th October, 1840.—The ceremony of the exhumation of the 
body of Napoleon Bonaparte was performed this day at St. Helena, 
with great parade, in order to be conveyed to Paris, he body, whicl: 
had been embalmed by French physicians previous to interment in 1821 
was found 1n a state of complete preservation. ’ 

18th October, 1826.—On this day the last ‘State Lottery” was drawn 
in England. ‘Ihe ceremony took place in Cooper's Hall, Basinghall 
Street. The abolition of lotteries deprived the Government of a revenue 
equal to £250,000 or £300,000. The lottery originated here during the 
reign of Queen Elizabeth, when ‘‘a very rich lottery-general of money, 
plate, and certain sorts of merchandise ” was set forth by Her Majesty's 
order, 1567, a.D. The greatest prize was estimated at £5,000. 


19th October, 1741.—The first appearance in public of Davi 
Garrick as King Richard II[I., took place this day at the theatre in 
Goodman’s Fields, He had appeared previously in private at St. John's 
Gate. Horace Walpole, writing about him, says, ‘I see nothing won. 
derful in it.” Gray, the poet, in an extant letter, says, ‘‘ Did I tell you 
about Mr. Garrick the town are gone mad after? There are a doze, 
dukes of a night at Goodman's Fields sometimes, and yet I am still ii, 
the opposition.” 

19th October, 1645.—The Scots, under General Leven, this day took 
Newcastle by storm. The town was held by the Royalists for Charles I. 
There is a tradition that during the siege the Scottish general threatened 
the Mayor that if the town was not delivered up the besiegers would 
direct their cannon so as to demolish the beautiful steeple of St. Nicholas, 
The Mayor mete? ordered the chief of the Scottish prisoners to be 
taken to the top of the tower, and returned the answer that if the build. 
ing fell it should not fall alone, as their coun en were placed in it 

th a view either to preserve it from ruin, or to be destroyed with it. 
This saved the edifice. Where Newcastle now stands the Romans hail 
a stationary camp, called Pons (lit. 


20th October, 1786.—A basket-maker contrived this day, by 
a singular scaffolding of twigs, to bring down the weathercock from the 
old Abbey church of St. Albans. 

20th October, 1841.—A fire this day broke out in the Tower of 
London, and a, consumed the building known as the Small 
Armoury. About 200,000 stand of arms and a great number of trophies 
were destroyed. 

20th October, 1616.—An individual named Peter Campbell, by his 
will, dated this day, desired ‘‘that his son should be disinherited of 
the property bequeathed him thereby if at any time he should be found 
taking of tobacco.” 


Qlst October, 18056.—The almost perfect calmness that pre- 
vailed on the morning of this day and harbingered the glorious battle 
of Trafalgar, seemed but to render the deadly strife more conspicuous. 
As the British fleet was wafted by gentle winds towards their powerful 
enemy, the preparations for battle showed every man to be in earnest. 
The cabin bulkheads were cleared away, and displayed long, level, 
unbroken batteries, tended 7 their gallant and mpicing crews. Fire- 
buckets, match-tubs, shot-racks, powder-boxes, and wads were arranged 
in their proper places; arm-cheets lay open, and pikes, pistols, an 
cutlasses gleamed in eve direction sees ovak was in fighting order. 
te hy mon reat the gon a ie a ere a dead silence 
till the s' of the t patriot — 4 expects every man to do 
his daty flew at the Victory’s mast-head. Instantly an enthusiastic 
murmur of approbation spread from ship to ship, from deck to deck, 
from gun to gun, from man to man. A few straggling shot hissing 
through the air indicated the near approach of the fleets, and a low, 
long-drawn fire of heavy cannon soon showed the lee division breaking 
the dark concave line of the enemy. Bravo! Collingwood! Many a 
valiant heart beat high with expectation which was doomed never to 
survive another day. The ships passed on to their stations, the battle 
became general, loud peals of cannon roared throughout the line, fire 
gleamed on the ocean, and the air was filled with the thick fumes of 
sulphur. The very masts shook in their sockets, the sails trembled, 
and the affrigh' wind breathed low. The stately ships which so 
lately sailed gaily forth, now a the mangled appearance of 
wreck, giving evidence of the deadly strife that was at work, till ship 
grappl with ship, and man with man. The day advanced, cue 
succeeding crash of the falling masts, till, amidst the groans of the 
dying and the loud huzzas of the victors, the great struggle was decided 
in favour of England, and her flag waved triumphant over the deep. 
But her hero had fallen. Nelson, the father of his men, the patriot of 
his country, was nomore. Peace be to his ashes, and honour to his name ! 


22nd October, 1635.—On this day Viscount Wimbledon, 
Military Governor of Portsmouth, wrote the following letter to the 
mayor of that town:—‘‘ Mr. Mayor,—Whereas, at my last being at 
Portsmouth, I did commend it to you most earnestly in regard of his 
Majesty’s figure, or statue, that it hath pleased his Majesty to honour 
your town with more than any other ; so that these signs of your inns 
do not only obscure his gg figure, but outface, as you yourselves 
may well perceive. Therefore, I desire you that you will see that such an 
inconveniency be not suffered; but that you will cause, against the 
next spring, that it be redressed, for that any disgrace offered his 
Majesty's re is as much as to himself. To which end I will an 
command all the officers and soldiers not to pass by it without putting 
off their hata. I hope I shall need to use no other authority to make 
you do it; for that it concerneth your obedience to have it done, espe- 
cially now you are told of it by myself.” The more celebrated statue 
of Charles I. now standing at Charing Cross, was treated with much 
less respect soon afterwards 


23rd October, 1780,—Mrs. Oldfield, the celebrated actress, 
expired early this day. As the nicety of dress was always her delight 
when living, she was gd after her decease ; being by Mrs. 
Saunders’ direction thus Iaid in her coffin. She had on a very tine 
Brussels lace head, a holland shift with a tucker, and double ruftles of 
the same lace, a pair of new kid-gloves, and her body wrapped up in a 
winding-sheet. On her coffin was this inscription :— 

ANNE OLDFIELD, 
tatis, 47. 

The place of her interment was Westminster Abbey, towards the wes! 
ae of a south aisle (near the monument of Secretary Craggs and Mr. 
longreve’ ; 

23rd October, 1789.—Two robbers, seized by the citizens of Paris, 
where this day hung on the spot, under the pretence that the authorities 
were too slow and dilatory. 

23rd October, 1848. —The Vernon Gallery of Pictures, valued at£30,000, 
wasthisday madeavailable to the public in the National Gallery, Trafalgar 
Square, is building, which has been nicknamed “ The National 
Cruet-stand,” was completed in 1838, from the designs of Mr. Wilkins, 
the architect. In preparing the design, Mr. Wilkins was considerably 
hampered with conditions, The editice was not to intercept the view o! 
the portico of St. Martin’s Church ; it must not infringe on the barrack 

ein the rear ; the public must have one right of wa through it, and 

e Guards another; and the old columns of Carlton House were to be 
used up. The establishment of an academy for painting was talked of 1 
far back as the time of Charles IT. 


24th October, 1857.—Onringing ‘‘ Big Ben,” of Westminster, 
this day, as was custo: , at one o'clock, it was noticed that the tone 
was not the usual E, but a cracked uncertain sound. On examiniug 
minutely with a candle a crack was noticed to extend from the rit! 
about half-way up the side. This was before it was hoisted to its 
present lofty eminence in the Clock Tower. There are a few bells 0! 
world-wide renown, and several others more or less celebrated. ‘The 
great bell of Moscow, which is cracked, and used as a chapel, weighs 
about 440,000 Ibs,; height 19 feet 3 inches; circumference 60 !ec! 
9 inches ; thickness 2 feet. The second Moscow bell, the largest in the 
worl! in actual use, weighs 128 tons. The great bell of Pekin weighs 
53 tons; Notre Dame 17 tons; ‘Great Tom,” at Oxford, 7 tons, ‘ Bis 
Ben” weighs between 13 and 14 tons. i 

24th October, 1612.—Sir Pecksael Brocas, for his adulteries, was this 
day compelled to stand at St. Paul’s Cross, arrayed in a white sheet, 
with a stick in his hand, 
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THE NICE LITTLE STORY OF SWEENEY TODD, 


THE BARBER FIEND OF FLEET STREET. 
—— 
LiTTLB boy Bobby, come sit on my lap, 
I'll tell you a nice little story, Fe chap; 
a that for Bogies you entertain 


So I'll tell you a tale ere you toddle 
to bed. 


In weresioes hundred and seventy 


iy 

There lived a gay barber, his name 
it was Todd H 

His shop p'r'aps was small, but ‘twas 
tidy and neat, 

And stood near St. Dunstan’s, in a 
street you call Fleet. 

He'd a very good trade, and he shaved 
very well, 

But somehow fewcame back the story 
to tell. 

Many strangers were seen into ‘I'odd’s 
door to pop, 

But deuce a one ever came out of the 


shop. 
; Would you hear, Bobby, more of the 
mystery there ! 
This Barber Fiend, he'd a mechanical 


chair; 
And while folks sat in it ,he pull’d 


up a plug, 

And they flopp'd through a trap ina 
grave real dug; 
When the Barber Fiend beat out their unhappy brains, 
And made mutton-pies of their mangled rem sins: 

‘That is, Mrs, Lovett did, over 
the way, 

For she was in league with this 
barber so gay. 

Down in a dark cellar a captive 
was kept, 

A wretched man-cook, who 
vow'd vengeance and wept’; 

Who daily and nightly his 


He had a mechanical chair. 


bitter fate cus't, 
tore up Todd’s customers, 
neaded the crust ; 
Though, I think, by the 


way, ‘tis but just I should 
tate 


state, 
‘Twas alone of the latter the 
captive cook ate. 
A poor harmless outcast and 
vagrant was he, 
ae pick’d up by gay 
Mr. T. 
Deep down 'neath the sewers, 
deep down in the earth, 
He fancied at first ‘twas asnug 
little berth ; 
And he ate pies at first, like a 
horrible glutton, 
Till a button betray’d it was 
man, and not mutton! é 
Then horror seized on him, no longer he'd stop, 
But up on the lift he would go to the top, 
And blow the whole gaff to the crowd in the shop. 
He bided his time, then popp’d up with the pies, F 
Very much, be it said, 
to fair Lovett’s sur- 


And terror struck into 
Pened soul of a boy, ‘ 
‘There munching a mut- 
ton with infinite 
joy! 
s * s s 
They hang’d that bad 
Barber until he was 


6 While folks sat init he pulledupa plug.” 


dead, 

And on old Temple Bar 
then they stuck up 
his head ; 

And the ghosts of his 
victims crept out of 
the grave, 

With the cloths round 
their necks like they 
had for their shave, 

And with sunk, hollow 
cheats, and with wild 

jug eyes, 

Au they Totter’ to 
treat one another to 


He popp'd up with the pies. r 
‘ies ; 
Till day breaking, ghastly they fled with a yell, 
Leaving only behind them a sulphurous smell. 
s s * s * 


Little boy Bob, now be off to your bed, 
And if pa hears you cry, he will slap your young head. 


———_—__. 


BEFORE UNCLE BOFFIN. 


‘THERE are some e persons in the world, The other day a man 
was char, with causing a disturbance, and assaulting a police- 
constable in the execution of his duty. The prisoner said he was going 
to get marrie| to a young woman next day, God bless her! If the 
magistrate sent him to prison he would have to put off the marriage. 
Unele Bottin, observing that the prisoner was not sober, ordered him to 
be put back until the next day. The prisoner hereupon protested that 
1” Was as sober as a judge. He did not want to go to prison. He 
wished to get married. Uncle Boftin then ordered him to find one surety 
~ pe a ce foramonth. That man hadn’t been as much married 
us yours y. 

———- ee 


FIDDLE FADDLE. 


ACCORDING to American slang a ‘' fiddle” is aswindle, and in our own 
slane vocabulary for a long time past a cheat has been dubbed a “ fiddler.” 
ve not let us go so far, however, in describing the modern fiddle-seller. 

«t us but speak of him as one who in the formance of hix daily avoca- 
tions is necessarily compelled to draw the long bow. ‘T'here is at all 
{mes an amount of elasticity about the morals of a London tradesman, 
‘ ditying for their customers to reflect upon. People who don’t keep 
S'0ps are for the most part old-fashioned enough to call a lie a lie, and 
« theft a theft, and when they have been taken in and robbed of their 

ood money, it hardly consoles them as much as undoubtedly it ought 
to do to know that shee all they have only been dealt with according to 
a sr gor of the trade, 

ost of us are acquainted with that good grocer who, having inquired 
whether his shop-boys had macstiugusly male’ the sugar and fiddled the 
bums, upon being informed that they had, smiled swectly and led the 
‘vay into the back parlour for family prayers. I have no doubt that 
people who label lard as butter, and ticket fiddles with the wrong 
maker's names, go to chapel on a Sunday and feel good; but it is for 
us, the stern moralists who are not in the butter trade, nor deal in 
Ais ideo nor have tiddles to sell, who thus, as I have donc, express 
eir virtuous indignation, and get paid so much per line for doing so, 

A. SLovsn. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
—=a 
*,° In consejuence of the enornous number of letters received, we are 
unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire. 
NotTTincHamM October 9th, 1855, 
Dear Sink,—You want to know where ALLY's umbrella is! Well, I 
think [can tell you. I grieve to say I have been grossly deceived by 
a man who I now believe to have been the Eminent—a man who I have 


hitherto held up as a model of oe . 

I will tell you how it occ p You must know it was the day 
before the Nottingham Goose Fair, and we always reckon to have 
a high old time then, and as 1 had lent my clothes to a friend to go to 
a wedding in, | thought I would and fetch them back. The day 
before the fair I did so, and my friend said he would stand drinks, so 
we went into the Talbot to have one. It seemed so good we had 
another, perhaps two—I can’t remember now; but I know I began to 
think it was time to go. I went towards the door for that purpo-e, 
when a man, who I now feel convinced was McGooseley, came in with 
“Trotters.” Now, if there is one thing more than another that I am 
fond of it’s Trotters.” I said, ‘‘ Let’s have some.” He filled mea 
plate, and I sat down by the door to eat them, placing my bundle by 
my side. Having tinished, I got up to d found my bundle gone. 
You may be sure I was greatly distressed about it, when a benevolent- 
looking Old Gentleman, who | had before noticed, owing to him asking 
for a small “ Nose and Chin” unsweetened, and who insisted that the 
barmaid was named ‘‘Tottie,” came up to me and said in a whisper, 
‘1 know who has got your clothes,” and intimated that he would take 
the trouble to get them back for me if I would lend him a shilling to 
‘square the pitch,” as he termed it. 1 felt so giad I said if he would 


only take that trouble I would gladly give him five shillings, but 
tinding | had nothing less than a half-sovereign, | had not the slightest 
hesitation in trusting him with that, on condition that he bi t me 

He assured me he should not two 


— and the change. 
minutes gone, aod, with t consideration, suggested that I should 
a from the ‘‘ Madding Crowd” and wait for him in the Bottle and 

uggins Department, at the same time giving me his umbrella to take 
or of until his return. I waited in vain for him to come; and the 
chaff 1 have had to endure owing to that umbrella is somethii 
awful. I have seen him several times since in the fair, but coul 
never get close enough to him owing to the crowd. I tried to attract 
his attention by holding up the “ gamp,” but he either could not or 
would not see it. I suppose he knew who was at the other end of it. 
It’s surprising how soon he makes himself at home with the girls, and 
they don't seem to resent his familiarity at all; in fact, I thought they 
seemed to encourage him; and the assurance with which he walks 
about in my clothes is astonishing. 

The last time | saw him he was positively assisting the clown and 
pantaloon outside Bennet and Patch’s show. If you have any influence, 
will you please draw his attention to this matter before I put it in the 
hands of the authorities, which, for his Dear Daughter's sake, I should 
not like todo. I see he offers ten pounds reward for its recovery; but 
I have lost all confidence in him, and the deposit system would have 
to be strictly observed. 

Hoping you will do your level best to get me the reward for the loss 
of my clothes and money, I remain, yours truly, NUNCKS. 

To the Editor ‘ALLY SLorsr’s Har-Houipay.” 


Riversipe, Carpirr, October 9th, 1885. 

DEAR a eee with you in your many misfortunes, 
I hasten to send you a ‘‘tip.” 

I enclose a cutting from our evening paper, The South Wales 
Echo, which informs us that an illustrious namesake, or perhaps, no 
doubt, most likely a relative of ws viz., Dr. J. H. Sloper, has been 
honoured with the confidence of his fellow-citizens, 

Now, while his bosom is glo’ with manly pride, just hint that 
‘the loan of a paltry £5 note” would again clear the name of SLOPER, 
and there you are! 

Trusting I have earned your undying gratitude, I will conclude with 
the words of Mrs, por fers Praed (for your daughter's sake), and 
beseech you “to try and build up the ruins of ‘ your’ life, to be true to 
‘your’ real nature, to make of your sorrow a baptism into a worthier 
future.” With love and kisses, yours till death !!! 

As known to bosom friends, GOBO. 

ALLY Sxopsr, Esq., F.R.G.S, of a “pub.” 

On Tuesday night a public meeting of the ratepayers of the h of Abery- 
atruth was told - Bidina, » in with rerialion Bn upon Mr. 
J. A. Shepard, clerk to the rural senses aubaoeity as to furming a local board 
of health for the district. Dr. J. H. Sloper presided, and after a long discus- 
sion it was finally agreed to form the board, to comprise the districts of Blaina, 
Garn, and Nantyglo, The chairman was appointed summoning officer. 


READING, October 10th, 1885. 
Dgar ALLY,—Looking at your world-famed ‘ Hatr-Houmay” the 
other day, and seeing that picture of you being drawn in a bath-chair 
at Ventnor, I could not help being forcibly reminded of that little 
nursery rhyme— 


** Avy had a purple monkey, 
Climbing on a yellow stick ; 
ALLy sucked the paint all off it, 

And it made him deadly sick.” 
I hope this was not the case with T.0.E., or I am afraid Tootsie’s 
doctoring would have had to be called into requisition, with ‘Gregory's 
Powders” to boot.—Faithfully yours, with love to Tootsie, and 

success to Lord Bob, E. N. MAY. 


265, City Roab, MANCHBs1ER, Uctober 10th, 1885. 
Deak Sin,—Your statement in a recent issue of the ‘‘ Hacr- 
Howpay” concerning the piano-organ man is not correct. The man 
took the whole of the money from the box, which was £127, and the 
money was the earnings co henge not months, as you state; and also [ 
must tell you the man Mellini does not go out with an organ, nor has 
he done for the past fourteen years. He is in another business—ice- 
cream, &c.—and the money was just taken from a building society and 
"heen will ge intruding time, but I thought 
0} ou will excuse me intruding on your time, bu’ 01 
best e let ion know the facts, as I ha ae to know the Mellinis, 
Yours truly, WM. HOLMES, 
Organ and Piano Barrel Maker, etc. 
A. SLovgr, Esq. 


13, RENNELL STREET, LEwisHaM, Kent, October 1th, 1885. 
The Editor of A. 8. H.-H. 

Dgar Sim,—Being a constant reader of ALLY, and seeing the reward 
that is offered for the umbrella that is lost, I and a friend of mine wish 
to contribute a trifle towards buying him a new one, especially as the 
winter season is now coming on, and he suffers occasionally from rheu- 
matism. Enclosed you will tind two stamps towards the new umbrella. 

aco others will follow our example by contributing more, if 
poss 


le, for a thoroughly deserving case, ’ 
tke, yours truly, A LOVEK OF SLOPER. 


*.* We shall be happy to receive repeals gpd Sor the above charitable 
object, Due announcement will be n cach week of the amounts 
received, Address : 
His Grace the Dook Snook, 
“Umbrella Fund,” 
Tae SLOPERIBS,” 
99, Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Sorgen is never wanting for u sharp retort; but then we expect a 
Sally in our Ally, you know. : 

THE police do not generally know much about Court News ; they 
never catch anybody. 4 

WHEN is forest wood along way from the forest !—When it’s fir away 
from it, most likely. 

THE trams in Edinburgh take you no end of a way for twopence. A 
tram (it was of whisky, though) recently took a man backward from a 
sixth flat into the street. He hurt himself. 

Tue tailor of a Highland gentleman has been or he will bri 
him a pair of trousers this ever so long, Sandy calls them the breec 
of promise, 


FOUR FLIRTS. 
Carps, awD How Tusy PLarap THEM, 
(Commenced in No. 64.) 
—— 
QUEEN OF CLUBS—/ Continued ). 

“THE tempter came in his usual guise— young, good-looking, a soldier , 
money in his purse, sin in his heart, lies on his lips. At first courteous 
gentle, submissive ; and we, my child and I, were flattered by the re- 
spectful attentions paid us by one who was heir toa title, and who could 
talk to us of a life which, though at times we essayed to mimic it upon 
the stage, was as unkuown to us as to the black savages of Central 
Africa. I need not 


dwell upon the 
story. You already 
guess the dénoue- 


ment. I awoke one 
morning to find my- 
self childless. Your 
mother had fled with 
the villain with the 
specious tongue, the 
jy, soft eyes,the plea- 
/ sant voice, and the 
evil black heart. 
“It was a full 
year before I saw her 
again, and then— 
then she was in rags, 
a baby at her breast. 
She came to me— 
_ yes, she cume 
4 ito me, her poor, 
- fond, trusting, fool- 
heart - broken 


baby, Estelle, she 
wressed to her sbrun- 
en breast, and from 
the day I followed 
- her to her grave you 
have to me as 
my own child. Have 
1 not loved and che- 
rished you? Have 
I not nursed you, 
reared you, tended you with fond affection? You are the apple of my 
eye, the light of my life. Were evil to befall you it would—kill me. 

‘My child, my child! think why I have told you this too true tale ; 
think why I have dragged we pen of eighteen years from its grave. It 
is as a warning—a lesson. e it, accept it, darling. I am old and 
easy to deceive ; but you will not deceive me, my ious, Learn by 
the past ; learn what comes from one in your station listening to the 
hone a rotestations le : va ‘ 

stelle, you must leave the stage. I did wrong to suffer you to enter 
upon a career of which I too well knew the besett But I 
thought—I am a foolish old man—I believed, | hoped—but I was silly 
—that a grandfather's care and devotion would suflice to—to—but there, 
we will not talk of that. You must leave the stage, Estelle, and forget 
this young sprig. Give me that ring. I will return it to him.” 

Let me wear the ring,” I pleaded tearfully ; but my grandfather 
drew it from my finger. 

“T would rather your hand were severed from your arm than that it 
were so disgraced,” said he passionately. ‘Ah, my child, I have not 
long to live, but while I breathe I will guard and shelter you from dan- 
ger; and when I am gone—when I am dead——” 

‘‘Granny,” I interrupted, the tears zauning down my cheeks, ‘‘ do 
not talk like that; do not speak of death. If—if—I am not to trust 
Mr.—I mean any one—or love them, I pray, when—when you die—I 
may die too.” 

“ Hush, darling! hush! You must not say such things. You have 
along and joyous life before you,” and he tried to speak cheerfully, 
‘and there are many, many in your own station who would give their 
best years to maine you happy. There's Hugh Hodge now, and his 
gig—quite res; ble—and he—” 

“No, grandfather,” I cried. ‘‘I never could marry him—never. I 
will obey you about Arth—about the other one; but—but—you must 
not talk to me of Mr. Hodge.” 

He bent his head and kissed me as if to seal the compact, and our 
long and painful conversation ended ; but though I went to my own 
room, the dull grey half-light of a winter's dawn was stealing in at the 
window ere I closed my eyes in sleep. 

The story of my mother’s death Thad never heard before, and natur- 
ally it left a most painful impression upon me, But had it had the 
salutary effect my grandfather desired ? had it acted as a warning to me 
to show a possible danger before it was too late ! 

I think not, for with a young girl's implicit trust and confidence in 
her first love, I murmured to myself as I fell asleep, ‘‘ Arthur could 
never behave so shamefully.” 


She came back to me tu die. 


Cupil’s messenger. 


[could not give up Arthur. For a day or two I tried, or thought I 
did ; but his letters—and he wrote such beautiful ones—were so pathetic 
—(Jerry Grounds made quite a little fortune as Cupid's bepress 
that when he waylaid me one night as I was returning from the theatre 
alone, [ had not the heart to bid him begone, and so—well—in fact, the 
lesson I had been taught was forgotten, and | contided my whole heart 
to him, as if 1 had never received a warning on the subject, 


(To be continued next week. ) 
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“Ah, Brown, dear oy! Haven't seen you for 

an uge! Well, how are yout” s Sanith, old 
| fellow, LE shontd have been happy toinform you, | 
had von given me more notice ; It s so sndden.” 


z= ae Ww 
KS. 


MODERN CONVERSATION. 
Young Green, Hot, isn't it? Yous sory (tived of the subject). So you said just now. 


. 3, (nervously). Yes; but don't you thivk it has got hotter? 
{Young Lady gives Young Uircen up as a bed job. 


Covatry L. P. Oil be biled if 1 dew. and I got in a car- 
(le was let of. 


Bi ton 


i, j 
| | fas 


iL. 


£, There's no mistake, sume women do look well on horseback. | 
ALLY's sugg@ppiion for next year's Cesarewiteh, fee! 


= ll 


IN LIQUIDATION. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| Uncle. And pray, Charles, how do you intend to deal with these overwhelmiog debts of yours? Nephew (jauntily). 
[ 


Oh, those are all right, uncle; I've got a 
splendid idea—I'm getting up a limited company to pay them off!! r fi 


More evictions from 8. James's Park, far more alarming Unele calls for the potice, und then has @ /'!. 


than the '' Derby” Ghost any day. 


aye aa 


‘ \t # ; b | 
ydness the hot ram season has commenced. 


in alhy. Thank goc 


\ 
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aa ~ —_ = ‘COw's the missus, sam?" “Dunno, bill, Lain't seen | 
‘er lately.” “'Ows that?” “Well, it's like this: she LATEST FROM THE EMERALD ISLE. 
IN TH E s TAL LS. goes one day and «raws ‘er money out of the bank, and ; r 
cits off for to see George aud Cummings run, and she ain't | First Unhoppy Landlord. 1 say McCarthy, have you reduced your rents 
The Lady who never misses # word of the Burlesqic. | turned up ever since. Perhaps the Army's nicked her.” Seeond ditto. No, but the tenants have. 
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